I am a stranger in these parts, you see;
Of your acquaintance I'd be glad," said he,
"And of your brotherhood, if 'tis welcome.
I've gold and silver in my chest at home.
And if you chance to come into our shire,
All shall be yours, just as you may desire."

"Many thanks," said this summoner, "by my faith!"

And they struck hands and made their solemn oath
To be sworn brothers till their dying day.
Gossiping then they rode upon their way.

This summoner, who was as full of words
As full of malice are these butcher birds,
And ever enquiring after everything,
"Brother," asked he, "where now is your dwelling,
If some day I should wish your side to reach?"

This yeoman answered him in gentle speech,
"Brother," said he, "far in the north country,
Where, as I hope, some day youll come to me.
Before we part I will direct you so
Youll never miss it when that way you go."

"Now, brother," said this summoner, "I pray
Youll teach me, while we ride along our way,
Since that you are a bailiff, as am I,
A trick or two, and tell me faithfully
How, in my office, I may most coin win;
And spare not for nice conscience, nor for sin,
But as my brother tell your arts to me."

"Now by my truth, dear brother," then said he,
If I am to relate a faithful tale,
My wages are right scanty, and but small.
My lord is harsh to me and niggardly,
My job is most laborious, you see;
And therefore by extortion do I live.
Forsooth, I take all that these men will give;
By any means, by trick or violence,
From year to year I win me my expense.
I can no better tell you faithfully."

"Now truly," said this summoner, "so do I,
I never spare to take a thing, God wot,
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